288               RICHARD  LOVELACE

THE ANSWER

AGAIN;

Thou witty cruel wanton, now again,

Through ev'ry vein
Hurl all your lightning, and strike ev'ry dart,

Again;                         5

Before I feel this pleasing, pleasing pain

I have no heart,

Nor can I live but sweetly murder'd with
So dear, so dear a smart.

Then fly,                    10

And kindle all your torches at her eye,

To make me die
Her martyr, and put on my robe of flame:

Sol,
Advanced on my blazing wings on high,                  15

In death became
Enthron'd a star, and ornament unto

Her glorious, glorious name.

A GUILTLESS LADY IMPRISONED; AFTER, PENANCED

SONG

HARK, fair one, how whatever here is
Doth laugh and sing at thy distress;

Not out of hate to thy relief,

But joy t' enjoy thee, though in grief.

See! that which chains you you chain here;           5

The prison is thy prisoner;
How much thy jailor's keeper art!

He binds your hands, but you his heart.

The gyves to rase so smooth a skin

Are so unto themselves within;                        10

But blest to kiss so fair an arm,

Haste to be happy with that harm,

And play about thy wanton wrist
As if in them thou so wert dress'd;

But if too rough, too hard they press,                  15

Oh they but closely, closely kiss.